confidence only in a life where drama makes for itself
a warm place in our hearts, all trim and dapper,
tricked out and bedizened and glossy, a permanent,
uninterrupted drama, an elementary drama in which
death and solitude make carousal with our tears. Let us
stake our chance on a little happiness, let us risk that!
Fran9ois approached Claire with a feeling of em-
barrassment. She was on her knees.
"Are you praying?"
"I am pretending to/'
"I don't understand."

"How can you expect me to pray? How can you
expect me to behave otherwise?"

She had risen to her feet. There was something
fixed about her smile.

"I don't like confidants. I have nothing to say to
you."

Fran9ois moved from her towards the door.
"I am going. What am I to say to your parents?"
"That you have found me well: that I will write
to them."

"Why? Are you going away?"
"Where do you think I can go if I stay in this hole?
Wait, take with you, over your arm, the lovely
wedding-dress. The hem is a bit wet, but it will soon
dry. I am putting you to a lot of trouble, am I not?
Men don't like that kind of commission. It is still
very early: you won't meet anyone."

'Would you like to have my address in Paris?"
"Yes, one never knows. If I were found on the
steps of one of the Metro stations, I should at least
have your address on me, a respectable address."
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